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Written in the Stars 


Salem in the fall was beautiful. The leaves were turning all shades of red and the smell of bonfires and leave 
mulch hung in the air. People throughout the city were decorating for Halloween. October was big business in 


Salem and everyone made sure to go all out for it, up to and including a month of celebrations. 


There were decorations everywhere and Dave had spent many an hour admiring them. There were hay bales in 
front yards with pumpkins piled around them. Candles burned on porches, in pumpkins and in every bar and 
restaurant he went in to. And the witches. There were witches everywhere, from the people walking the 
streets to the bookstores to the window displays of residential buildings. People would never know just how 
heavily he was drawn to the esoteric side of life, his fascination with all that couldn't be seen growing by the 


day. 


He'd come to the city because of his love of Halloween. Staying in a beautiful hotel on the edges of the city 
centre, Dave spent his evenings either relaxing in their candlelit gardens or roaming the streets. He was on 
first name terms with several restaurants and the Derby Street carnival had taken a good share of his 


money. 


But he was still trying to muster up the courage to step in to one of the many New Age shops that littered 


the city's streets. Magic fluttered through the air like fireflies yet Dave still couldn't bring himself to get 
more heavily involved. The beer, food, and walks on crisp fall nights were good. But he knew that there was so 
much more to the city. 

The hotel's reception was decorated with evergreen garlands. Pumpkins nestled among the foliage and ropes of 
brightly coloured fall leaves were wound around the dark wooden bannisters. On the mahogany desk sat an 
antique-looking witch's hat with a pillar candle sitting on either side of it. 

The receptionist was a young woman who appeared to be in her mid-twenties. Her long brown hair was pulled 
back in to a ponytail and she was dressed in a smart black suit. When Dave approached the desk, she looked up 
and smiled. 

"Good evening, Mr Grohl. How can | help you tonight?" 

He gave her a sweet little smile. "Call me Dave." He squinted to look at her name tag. "Monica 


‘Okay, "Call me Dave", how can | help you tonight?" Her smile became cheeky and Dave playfully rolled his eyes. 


‘| want to get a reading and l'm looking for some recommendations." He leaned his elbows on the desk, his eyes 


flicking from her to the nearby tourist pamphlets and back again. 
"What kind of reading?" she asked. "There's tarot, crystal, tea leaves, aura, astrological charts, runes-" 
"We'll start with tarot. Maybe I'll do the others on another night" 


Monica reached for the plastic rack of pamphlets and pulled a black business card from amid the folded 


brochures. The card was decorated with white stars and bore a single word. 
Amethyst 


"She'll be at the carnival tonight," Monica said. "Normally she works at Spellbound on Federal Street. But during 
the carnival, she takes out a little caravan You know, gypsy fortune teller and all that." 


Dave nodded and pocketed the card. "Thanks." 
Monica smiled at him. "Have fun, Dave, and may the stars shine down on you tonight.” 


He gave her a small smile and made for the door. 


There was a chill in the air and a breeze rustled through the trees. As he walked, Dave imagined that he could 


hear the ghosts of those who'd lived and died in Salem. He wondered what they'd tell him if he could see them. 


Would they speak about how bright their lives were? Or would they chronicle the horrors of those fateful 
times during the ITth Century. 


The whispers of old souls faded away as he closed on the carnival. Set on a field beside the ocean, the carnival 
exuded all the usual noise and fanfare of such an event. Rides and games were pressed close together, giving 


visitors barely enough room to pass. The scent of greasy food hung temptingly heavy in the air. 


Dave stepped into the crowds and instantly found himself lost in a world that he was more familiar with. 
Bright lights, loud noises, and modern contraptions was ground that he was more comfortable with. They were 


an every day part of his life, the white noise that kept him focused and grounded. 


But Salem.. Salem was a whole other world to him. One that sat on the seam of history and folklore, darkness 
and light, good and evil. The city's essence, and his own curiosity, drew him in for the real world, the one that 
he had to inhabit on a daily basis, could bore him in the blink of an eye. He didn't want to know how much a 
coffee was. He didn't want to sit through another interview. He didn't want to smile for another camera. He 


wanted to dance with the Devil and fly with the angels. 


Dave wound his way through the stalls and rides, the hawkers voices roaring past his ears as they tried to 
cajole him into throwing balls at bottles or firing a gun at targets. The bright lights flickered and flashed, 
drawing him closer just as a moth would circle a lamp. He walked around the Ferris wheel, using it almost as a 


way to slingshot himself to the far corners of the carnival grounds. 

It was there, with the sounds and lights behind him, that he found the wooden caravan. Nestled between two, 
huge generator trucks, the domed vehicle was with swirling motifs of red, gold, and green. The green roof was 
perfect for hiding among the trees that lined the edge of the grounds and a metal lantern, complete with 
burning candle, hung above the door. Beside the narrow steps was a board that had a single word chalked on it. 


Amethyst 


Walking up the creaking steps, Dave softly knocked on the door. Light streamed from beyond the frosted glass 


and the warm smell of incense crept through the night air. 
Finally the door opened and a woman, who didn't look to be much older than thirty, smiled out at him. 
"Can | help?" she asked. 


Dave nodded and swallowed around the lump in his throat. There was something about the woman that was 


enchanting and other worldly, something that made him momentarily lose his voice. 
"l-i" He cleared his throat. "I've come for a reading." 


The woman nodded, her smile still in place as she opened the door to allow him to enter. 


The inside of the caravan was as magical as the exterior. Brightly coloured throws were tossed over 
comfortable looking chairs. At the back of the caravan was a raised bed draped in thick blankets. Carved 


cupboards lined the walls and, in one corner, a little wood burner made the small space feel cosy and warm. 


At the heart of the bowtop was a table covered with a purple cloth. A crystal ball sat at the centre along 
with a deck of cards. 


The woman continued to smile at him and gestured to the table. "Take a seat" 


Dave shuffled to the table and pulled back the chair. He sat and stared at the ball, imagining that he could see 


images and colours swirling in the depths of it. The woman sat opposite him. 
"Amethyst?" he asked. 
She nodded and looked up at him, the serene smile still on her lips. "I am she. And you're Dave." 


He nodded, unsure of whether she knew him from his work or whether she had certainly picked up on 
something that he knew little about. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Her hands came to rest over 
the deck of cards. Dave watched her intently as he tried to push down his scepticism. He believed in a lot of 
things - UFOs, ghosts, various conspiracy theories - but he'd always wondered whether psychic abilities were 


real. 


"You're not here for yourself," Amethyst softly said. "You have everything you could ever wish for - fame, 


money, and the ability to do whatever you wish." 
Dave nodded and made agreeable noises. That was something that he already knew. 


"Your job takes a lot out of you. There are many people who demand your attention and you willingly give it to 
them. Yet you've learned that, in order to function as normally as possible, you must spend time alone. Your 
band mates have said that they feel that you're becoming a loner and an introvert. That you prefer your own 


company to that of those around you." 


That caused Dave to raise an eyebrow. There was no way that anyone, especially not a fortune teller in New 
England, would know of the conversations that had transpired over the previous weeks. His escaping to Salem 
had been one of those moments when he desired to be alone. He'd wanted to escape from the stress of his life 
and to have time to rest his weary brain. As his mother kept reminding him, he wasn't eighteen any more and 
needed to rest when he had the chance. Taking Zam calls from Taylor was not in Dave's best interests. Nor 


was dealing with the crowds of people that wanted him for every possible event. 
"That's all true," he quietly replied. "But how did you know?" 


Amethyst opened an eye and, for the first time, Dave noticed that they weren't the dark brown he'd originally 
through they were but a deep purple. Obviously they were the inspiration behind her name. She pushed a lock 


of brown hair back behind her ear and gave him a smile. 
"I just know," she said. "I can't explain how | do but | do. Do you want me to read for you?" 
Dave shook his head. "No. Keep talking to me like that. Please. | want to know what else you know.’ 


Her eyes closed and she bowed her head once more. The atmosphere in the bowtop became lighter and Dave 
felt as though, for the first time in months, he could breathe easily. There was an air of relaxation and a 


sense that anything that was said would remain within the walls of the small wooden vehicle. 


"There are times when you feel like you don't fit in to this world," she continued. "You feel as though you want 
to move on. Despite what people see, life isn't always easy for you. You're constantly affected by the world 
around you." She opened her eyes and looked at him. Her gaze was piercing and Dave felt himself sit back. "And 
that's why you're here, isn't it, Dave? You want to make the world a better place?" 


He hadn't really thought about his motivations for visiting the fortune teller. To Dave, it had been a bit of fun 
and an opportunity to see how much they could get right. But the woman sitting across from him had spoken 
about things that only his closest friends would know about. As she'd spoken, his mind had wandered. What did 


he really want from life? She was right; he had everything he could ever wish for. So what else was there? 
"IIl grant you three wishes, Dave. Whatever you want." 
Dave arched an eyebrow. "Isn't that something you only see in movies?" 


Amethyst smiled at him, her gaze softening. "You've said it yourself; there's a lot in this world that we can't 
explain. And sometimes what does happen is magic. So what would you wish for if you knew that you could 


have it?" 


Leaning back in the chair, Dave looked around himself, taking in the caravan's beautiful interior. The roof was 
painted to look like a cathedral ceiling and shelves above the square windows held china and brass ornaments. 
He mulled over everything he could have. His life was currently devoid of a lover. But having someone around 
didn't particularly appeal to him. There was the new bike that he'd been pining after. But he could buy that 
himself. Then there was the extensions he wanted to build on the house and studio. But it was only his own 


laziness that was hindering those from happening. 

He turned to look Amethyst in the eye. "Ready?" 

She smiled and nodded. "Ready." 

‘Okay, wish one. | wish for world peace. For all the wars and bloodshed and dying to end. | want to turn on the 


news one day and find that the only thing to report is a group of homeless kittens finding a new place to live. 


Peace and tranquillity and harmony for everyone." 


"And it's done." 


Dave took a deep breath and ran his hands through his hair. "Second wish. | wish for cures for all terminal 
illnesses. Cancer, HIV etc. | want it gone from the face of the planet. | want everyone to live happy and healthy 


lives." 
Amethyst continued to smile. "And it's done." 


The electricity in the air grew by the moment. Filled with light, Dave felt as though he could plug in to it and 
fly. It was an amazing feeling, far better than being on a stage in front of eighty thousand people. 


"Last wish," he said. "So many people ask about alien life. | wish for the world to know whether this is true or 


not." 


The woman gave him a final nod. "And its done." 


Dave had given her every cent that had been in his pocket, a total that had been close to five hundred dollars. 
She had asked for nothing but he had handed it all over. There was something about her that made Dave 
believe that she was telling the truth. Something about the little caravan, the woman, and the feeling of the 
night that made him feel that everything that had happened in those moments was, indeed, a gift sent from 
the gods themselves. 


Wrapped in thick clothes and blankets, Dave sat on the hotel's porch and watched the evening rain. Carved 
pumpkins sat on chairs, steps, and tables with their candles flickering in the fall darkness. Beside him was a 
table with a glass of whisky upon it. An ashtray held a partly smoked cigarette and the warm, citrussy smell 
of mulled cider floated from the hotel behind him. The rain pattered on the porch's tin roof and, somewhere 


beyond the large garden, Dave could hear squeals of joy as people ran for cover. 


He debated what had happened in the previous hours. What did he believe in? Did he believe in magic and 
worlds beyond the physical? He certainly believed that there was other life in the universe. But that was a 


physical world. Dimensions and beings that couldn't be seen didn't exist. 


Or was he just giving in to the general consensus and going with the flow? He'd never gone with the flow, not 
in all his years. He'd always followed his heart and, at the present moment, his heart was telling him that 


there was more to life than what he could see in the here and now. 


Thunder rumbled in the distance and a shiver made its way down Dave's spine. There was magic in the air and 
he'd spent many a long year denying its existence. Yet if magic didn't exist, how had Dave, a high school drop 
out no less, managed to achieve all that he had? 


Eventually he left behind the riot of colour in Salem and made his way back West. It wasn't a decision that 
Dave took lightly and it was with a heavy heart that he returned to work 


Sitting in the study above his garage, Dave half listened to the news. The TV hung from the wall behind him, 
the sound barely audible as he tried to get his head around the plethora of spreadsheets that cluttered his 


computer monitor. The sun streaming through the window was a far cry from the cool fall evenings of New 


England. 


‘hh breaking news, our correspondents around the world are beginning fo report that warring factions are laying 


down their weapons and starting the process to draft peace treaties." 


Dave's head snapped up and the migraine that had been hammering at his skull faded. Swinging the chair 
around, he faced the TV, his jaw slack as he listened to the news anchor. Images from around the world 
flashed up on screen They showed people rejoicing and waving flags as weapons were piled into grey metal 


heaps. People who had once been enemies hugged one another and danced together as brothers and sisters. 


The anchor, a sombre looking man who appeared to be trying not to break in to a smile, continued to speak, 
"Reports are being gathered of just what is happening across the globe. No one appears to know why wars 
have suddenly ended and why the presidents and dictators who ordered these wars are being ousted from 
office. It seems-" The man paused and his eyes flicked to what Dave believed was the Teleprompter. He shook 
his head and looked back to the camera. "| can't say that. But what | can say is that, for the first time in 
human history, it seems as though there truly is peace on Earth. Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to your new 
planet. We'll be keeping you updated throughout this historic event." 


The news report stunned him even as he continued with his day. To clear his head, Dave shut down his 
computer and made his way to the studio. Even the station that he listened to, one that normally played 
nothing but rock music, was babbling about the miraculous event. It was being dubbed as Christmas coming 
early. Peace on Earth and goodwill to all men. 


The studio parking lot was unusually busy. The only time he ever saw that amount of cars was shortly before 
they went on tour. Yet he hadn't even spoken about another album, let alone going on the road. He suspected 


that everyone had gathered there to watch the unfolding news story. 


Dave's suspicions were true and he found everyone gathered around a TV. Snacks and drinks had been laid out 


on a desk and one of the runners was just bringing through another pot of coffee as Dave walked in. 
"Coffee?" the young man asked. 


Dave nodded. "Please." He paused before reaching for the runner. "We got anything stronger you can toss in 
there?" 


The runner grinned and winked. "Sure we've got some whisky somewhere. I'll drop some in a mug for you." 


"Thanks." Dave gave him a tight smile and leaned against a wall. His eyes were on the TV and his hands were 


stuffed in to his pockets. 

Taylor bounded up to him, all smiles and blonde hair. "Isn't this awesome?!" 

"Yeah, awesome." Dave's voice was distant and his gaze wouldn't stay on his drummer. 

He kept his eyes on the TV as Taylor leaned against Dave's hip. Dave draped an arm loosely around his 
drummer's shoulders. Later, when it had all died down, he'd tell Taylor all about his experience with the purple- 
eyed fortune teller. 

They watched the news in silence, trying to absorb what was going on. People came and went as the day wore 
on until it was just the two of them. Dave collapsed on to a couch and pulled Taylor down with him. The 
slender blonde man curled up beside him and, bathed in the ever changing colours of the TV screen, they 
continued to watch the news. 

"You know when | went to Salem?" Dave softly began. 


"Umm." Taylor's head was on Dave's shoulder, his hair spilling in streaks across Dave's black shirt: 


‘| met someone, a fortune teller to be exact. She gave me three wishes. One of the wishes was for war to end 


and for there to be peace everywhere." 

He felt Taylor yawn and Dave looked down to see the younger man stretching his long legs along the couch. 
"Far out," Taylor murmured. "What else did you wish for?" 

"Cures for terminal illnesses and for proof of alien life.” 

"Awesome." Taylor was beginning to sound tired and Dave stroked a hand over the younger man's head. 

"So it doesn't freak you out?" he asked. "Things happening because | wished for them?" 


He felt Taylor shrug. "Nh-uh. Why should it? We wish for things every day and they happen. Like the other 


week when you said that you wished you had ice cream and five minutes later the ice cream truck drove by" 


Dave blinked, his eyes feeling sandy and heavy from the hours of TV. He hadn't thought of it that way. Every 
day they made tiny little wishes, whether it was for ice cream or a working pen or for the air conditioning to 
keep working for just a few more hours before they called out the repair guy. If they could come true, why 
couldn't the bigger wishes? 


He woke several hours later to aching muscles and Taylor sprawled on top of him. The couch wasn't made for 


sleeping, it's cracked and worn leather too old to comfortably support his weary muscles. 
Easing Taylor from him, Dave sat up and rubbed a hand over his face. The TV still trundled through the news, 
telling the latest stories from the miraculous events that had occurred a few hours earlier. From the corner 


of his eye, he watched a message flash across his phone. 


He picked up the device. The message was from a news website and contained another breaking news headline, 


one that made Dave's eyebrows arch. 
Breaking News: Scientists have confirmed that they have released a cure for cancer. 


With his breath hitched and now fully awake, Dave turned his attention back to the TV. The scene had changed 


and the newscaster looked almost jubilant. 

"More news is coming in from scientists in Sweden. They claim that they have a cure for cancer and that 
they are going to release it the world free of charge. Currently they are drawing up stipulations so that 
pharmaceutical companies won't be able to profit from this new drug. We'll bring you all the news on this 
latest development in what has been an incredible twenty four hours." 

Dave stared at the TV in shock Reaching out, he gently shook Taylor. The younger man grumbled and stirred. 
"What?" 

"Something else has happened," Dave murmured. "There's been a breakthrough in cancer cures." 


"You're shitting me?" 


Dave shook his head and looked to the drummer. Taylor was brushing the hair from his eyes and pushing 
himself up. 


"So the second wish is coming true?" Taylor asked. 

Dave nodded. "It seems so." 

"What was the third one?" 

"Alien life," Dave replied. 

His head swam with the shock of the news. Getting to his feet, Dave made his way through the studio. He 


walked along award and photograph lined corridors and to the kitchen. The previous day's coffee was cold and 
stale and, with a tired sigh, Dave dumped the old drink and started the machine again. 


Dave played over the past day as he waited for the coffee machine to finish. Things he'd said, wishes he'd 
made, were coming true. The world was slowly healing and becoming a better place. What the coming days 


would hold was anyone's guess and Dave felt a flutter of nervous excitement in his soul. 


He was just about to pour himself a fresh coffee when Taylor screamed. Dropping the mug back to the 
counter, Dave ran back to the TV. His jaw fell open and his eyes widened. 


The image on the TV showed the president standing behind the White House podium. There was a ghost of a 


smile on his lips as he looked to the camera and began to speak. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, the past twenty four hours have been some of the most significant and exciting hours 
in recent years. Around the world, wars that have raged for many years have abruptly ended. Weapons are 
being laid down and we will be bringing our own men home once we have assessed the situation. In the past 
hour, Sweden has announced that it is releasing a cure for cancer, free of charge, so that the world can 
benefit from longer, healthier lives free from terminal illnesses. |, too, have my own announcement to make and 
today seems like the perfect day for it. Around the world, the leaders of other countries will be making the 


same announcement that I'm making because all of us are members of this global family. 


Over my years in office, many people have asked me about the existence of extraterrestrial life. My answer 
has always been the same and that is that | am as in the dark as everyone else. | have known nothing about 


life outside of our own planet: 


That was until | asked the right question to the right person. That single question opened up an entire world of 
knowledge that | didn't know about. Over the past months, many discussions have taken place and we've decided 
that it's time for you to know about this knowledge, knowledge that has been kept secret for longer than many 


of us have been alive. 


On this historic day in history, I'm happy to announce that, yes, there is alien lifeforms." 
There was an audible gasp from the audience watching the president and Dave couldn't stop himself from 
raising a hand to cover his mouth. Slowly he eased himself back to the couch, his elbows resting on his knees 


as he continued to watch. 


The president smiled as he continued, "And yes, they have visited us. They are friendly and, yes, as the movies 
say, they come in peace. They have our best interests at heart and | implore that you have theirs in your 
hearts. They want to share knowledge and experience and to make the universe a better place to live. You wil 
be formally introduced to our new friends in the coming days and | thank you for your patience." The 
president's smile widened. "Hopefully this day will be remembered for many years as the day that hope showed 


us her face." 


Dave leaned back against the couch. Stunned into silence, he couldn't pull his eyes from the TV. Beside him, he 
could feel Taylor shifting, no doubt excited by all that had happened. 


"They came true," Taylor murmured. "They all came true.” 


All Dave could do was nod. He almost felt ill from the shock and tears blurred his vision. Lowering his head so 
that his hair hid his eyes, Dave let the emotions flow. Tears streamed down his cheeks and his shoulders. For 
so long, he'd disliked the world that they'd lived in. Everything hurt him and the need to step away from the 
limelight had grown on a monthly basis. The shows they'd played had been a melee of feelings and he had 
drowned them out by drinking. But now the world was getting better, healing itself in one day of beautiful 
triumph. 


Taylor's hand came to rest on his shoulder. "Dave." 
He couldn't lift his head. His entire body felt heavy, his joints and muscles aching from the effort of just 
sitting upright. Lowering himself to the couch, he rested his head against Taylor's thigh and sobbed. The 


drummer's hand rested on his head, gently stroking over his hair as Taylor softly coved. 


Dave could feel the atmosphere changing. The weight lifted from his shoulders and there was a sense of fun in 
the air. When Taylor let out a surprised gasp, Dave opened his eyes. 


The room was filling with a gentle lilac light and sparks danced through the early morning glow, flaring and 
dying before being reborn. 


A sheet of frayed parchment appeared before them and scrolling words began to etch themselves into the 
yellowed paper. 


Dave, 

Your wishes showed the true person that lives within you A man who is as selfless as can be. Your love, along 
with that of so many others, is helping to heal the world Because of this, | am granting you one final wish. It is the 
wish that | know you sacrificed in order to help the world that you live in But now your heart will find its one true 
love. You do not have to look far for they sit beside you on the happiest of days and hold you on the darkest of 
nights. Their heart beats the same rhythm as yours and they will never leave your side. 

"Who?" Dave asked. 

Four final words were written on the parchment. 

Look fo your left 

His eyes turned to the man sitting beside him and Dave found Taylor looking at him with sad, pleading eyes. 


"This true, T?" 


The younger man nodded. "Yeah." Taylor sighed and dropped his gaze, his hair hanging in front of his face. "l'm 


in love with you. | always have been Ever since that first day. You've been so caught up in your life that 


you've never noticed." 


Dave felt his heart melt at the man's gentle plea. It was true; he'd been so caught up in his life and the band 
that he'd forgotten to look to those around him. Dave had always thought that he would spend his life alone, 
someone who Cupid had forgotten to kiss. Instead, the person he was destined to be with had been beside him 


for so many years. 


He'd never thought that his partner may be male. Yet, with Taylor, it felt like it could be the most natural 
thing in the world. Because the person beside him was someone who'd been though so much with him. The 
days had been a little bit happier with Taylor around and the nights a little bit lighter. The drummer was 


everything to Dave, keeping him company when he was lonely and making him laugh when he was sad. 


Dave shuffled closer and draped an arm around Taylor's shoulders. The blonde man looked at him, his face a 


mix of nerves and excitement. Dave had to admit that butterflies swirled around his stomach. 

Leaning a little closer, he murmured, "May 1?" 

Taylor nodded. "I'd love it if you did” 

He kept his eyes on Taylor as he gave him the gentlest of kisses. Against his lips, Dave felt Taylor gasp before 
pressing himself closer, his arms wrapping around Dave's neck. The magic in the air became stronger, pushing 
them together and turning the butterflies in to birds. Dave had never felt anything like it, had never felt 
attraction for someone as strongly as he felt for Taylor. 

When he pulled back, Dave found himself smiling. It was an expression that was mirrored on Taylor's face. 
"Taylor," he softly began, "I don't know what to say. Truly, | don't. You." Dave paused and took a deep breath. 
"You've been there through so much. And through all those years you've carried a torch that | knew nothing 
about." 

Cupping the younger mar's face, Dave gave him another kiss. His heart beat a little faster and the warmth of 
love spread through him. When Taylor clung to him and hungrily returned his kisses, Dave knew that they 
were meant to be together. 


"Love you," he murmured. 


‘Love you, too," Taylor quietly replied. "Forever and ever." 


